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it was impossible for us to proceed until it was repaired. The
only house in sight was a fine one on our right, with an
avenue of beautiful trees leading up to it. Clairmont went
there to ask the whereabouts of a blacksmith. By and by he
returned accompanied by two servants, one of whom begged
me, with his master's compliments, to repair to the chateau
and wait there till the wheelwright had mended the chaise.
I accepted; and leaving even-thing in the charge of my
faithful Clairmont, set out for the house with Marcolina.
Three ladies and two gentlemen came forward to meet us;
and one of them, in courteous style, congratulated himself
on our litde contretempy as it procured for cmadame' the
pleasure of placing herself and her house at our service. I
turned to the lady of the house and thanked her, and hoped
I should not impose upon her for long. She curtsied grace*
fully, but I could not see her face, as the mistral was
blowing keenly, and forced her and her companions to keep
their hoods closely drawn. Marcolina's lovely head was bare
and her hair blowing about in disorder. She only answered
with smiles to the compliments paid her. One of the men
asked rne if she were my daughter. I answered she was my
cousin, and we were both Venetians. A Frenchman is so
eager to flatter a pretty woman, that he is quite careless of
the susceptibilities of a third party. He could not possibly
have imagined Marcolina to be my daughter; for though
she was twenty years younger than I was, I am generally
given ten years less than my age.
As we drew near the house a mastiff rushed by, chasing a
spaniel. Madame, fearing he would hurt it, sprang forward
to its rescue, made a false step, and slipped. When her com-
panion raised her from the ground, she declared she had
sprained her foot, and limped back to the house leaning on
his arm. He returned after some moments* absence, and told
us that the countess's foot was swollen and she had retired,
but begged us to go up to her room. We found her in a
magnificent bed in an alcove, darkened by heavy crimson
satin hangings, and it was impossible to tell if she were

